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Pelle gulped. "Of course," he nearly stammered out. "I'm not chicken" 
"Are you sure?" Cecilia hummed, a mischievous grin on her face. 
"OF course l'm sure," he stated as firmly as he could. "I'm not chicken at all. Let's go." 


Cecilia grinned, grabbing onto Pelle's arm and dragging him to the bathroom window. "We have to sneak out," 
she whispered, opening the window. "C'mon, Pelle!" 


Pelle squeezed out through the window after Cecilia. "This way," she murmured, pointing toward an old shed. 
Its haunted by ghosts.. | know it. It locks itself all the time and I've seen ghosts hiding in there," she 
whispered. 


Meanwhile, little Pelle was following Cecilia, shaking with fear. He didn't want to see a ghost.. 


Cecilia nearly had to drag Pelle toward the shed. "Here's the first place we'll look," she whispered, toying with 
the lock. 


Pelle whined quietly, clinging tightly to Cecilia's hand. 
"Bock bock bock.. You're a chicken!" Cecilia teased. 


"Nuh uh!" Pelle nearly shrieked. "I'm less chicken than you are! You're the chicken!" He flapped his arms like 
chicken wings. 


"Says the one who's scared of his own shadow! Bock bock bock!" 

Their playful teasing was suddenly interrupted by a snapping twig. "What was that?" Pelle whispered. 
"Ghosts don't crack sticks, Pelle.. That was a demon," Cecilia whispered. "We have to be really careful now.. 
She was cut off by a small rustle in a tree. Pelle looked around, shivering. 

"Umm." Cecilia sputtered. "We bring thee a blood sacrifice, | guess?" 

"Wait... You're not going to kill me, are you?" Pelle shrieked, panicked. 

"l'm not killing you, dummy.. I'm squishing a spider! Those things have blood, right?" Cecilia shrieked. 


They heard another small rustle in the trees, looked at each other and screamed. Cecilia grabbed onto Pelle and 


ran back to the house; Pelle quickly darted after her. 
They climbed back through the window, shut it, and ran into Cecilia's room and locked the door. 
Pelle was shaking, "Do you think.. IIl come get us?" 

"No," Cecilia murmured with a great deal of uncertainty. "I think it's allergic to doorknobs. 
"Are you sure?" Pelle asked 


Before Cecilia could answer, the two heard a loud rap at the door and jumped back. "I guess.. Not." she 
stammered, shaking and holding onto Pelle. 
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Pelle and Cecilia tried their hardest to stay quiet until recess. When all the other children went out to play, the 


teacher called the two of them over. 


"So," she snapped, turning to Per, "when! ask you questions, you can't answer, but you can talk to your buddy 
here? Fucking retard!" She slapped Per in the face before pushing him onto the floor. 


"And you, Cecilia, you disgusting freak!" she continued "You show up in here, covered completely in winter 


clothes, just because you're scared of a fucking sunburn!" 


Cecilia got down on the ground to help Pelle up. "Its worse than that! You don't get it.. It hurts me so badly, 


and there's nothing else | can do about it!" 


"Oh, | don't understand the struggles of a hell-sent demon spawn like yourself!" she replied, her voice dripping 


with sarcasm. "We all know you're a disgusting freak of nature." 


A tear rolled down Cecilia's cheek. "You're nothing but an evil bully yourself!" she shrieked, plopping onto a chair 


and slamming her head down on a desk. 


"Don't give me any shit, Cecilial You'd be better off dead!" she shrieked, grabbing Cecilia's hair, pulling her head 
back, and slamming her head back down onto the desk. "You stay there for the rest of recess!" 


Pelle sat down next to her, blinking back tears. He wanted to hug his new friend so badly, but he didn't know if 
he should. 


"Put your head down, retard, or do | have to do that for you?" the teacher taunted. Pelle quickly complied, 
blinking back tears. 


"You two little shits can stay there until the other children come in. And be quiet!" she shouted, storming off 
to her desk. 


Pelle glanced over at Cecilia, who was quietly sobbing on her desk. "Are you okay?" he whispered. She didn't 


answer at all. 


7 


"Why are you just standing back there? Can't you find the desk with your name tag?" someone snapped, 
cutting through Per's thoughts. 


Per turned around and saw a tall, dark haired woman with makeup plastering her face. He stared up at her 


with fear. 
"Can you just answer me? Or are you retarded?" she snapped. 

Pelle backed away from her toward the door slowly, letting out a quiet whimper. 

"You're going the wrong way. Can't you see the desks are THAT WAY, you retarded idiot?" she shrieked. She 


darted toward him, picked him up, and dropped him onto a seat behind a desk before storming off to the front 


of the classroom. 


Pelle buried his head in his hands on top of the desk and burst into tears. He felt terrified and embarrassed.. 


Now the whole class might hate him and make fun of him! 

Pelle felt a light tap on his right shoulder and turned to see a girl with long, light blonde hair. She wore a dark 
blue coat and gloves, even though it was late summer. "She's done this before.. l'm surprised she's not fired," 
she whispered. "My name's Cecilia, by the way." 

"l-Im Per," he stammered in response. 'It's.. Its nice to meet you." 

"Yeah.. We should be friends! My best friend moved away to America this summer," Cecilia replied. 


"We should,” Pelle agreed, a small smile on his face. 


"Both of you back there!" the teacher called. "You know better than to talk during class! You both are staying 


in at recess!" 


"Yes, ma'am," Cecilia replied, hanging her head slightly. She glanced over at Pelle, a look of dread in her eyes. 
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"Pelle! There you are! We were worried sick!" his mother exclaimed, running towards her son 

Per glanced up in surprise; his eyes were red and his face was stained with tears. He sat curled up in a ball 
under a massive pine tree. He hadn't expected to be found so quickly. "Don't make me go back!" he howled, 
starting to sob again 

"What happened at school, Pelle?" 

"| don't wanna go there again!" he shrieked. 

"Pelle, calm down and tell me what happened at school," his mother said, petting his head gently. 

Per let out a little whine. "It was really bad!" he cried. 

"What happened? Was someone mean to you?" 


Pelle nodded, clinging onto his mother. He just stayed there, letting out a whimper every so often 


"We need to home, okay, Pelle?" his mother said, picking Per up. He just whimpered in response. She then 
stroked his hair. "You can tell me what happened when we get home.. It's getting dark outside." 


Dinnertime came, and Pelle, who was usually hungry, wasn't touching his food. He just stared off into space, 


gnawing on his thumb. 

"Pelle, we need to know what happened,” his mother said gently. 
Pelle whined quietly. "It... It was the.. the teacher," he mumbled. 
"What did she do?" 


"She.. She was yelling and calling me names.. Really mean ones.. And she hit my friend's head on a.. On a desk," 
Pelle starmmered, fighting back tears. 


"What do you mean your teacher hit someone's head on a desk? That's abuse! I'm going to talk to the principal 
about this as soon as | can!" his dad shouted. 


Jørn wrapped his arms around Pelle. "I'm never letting anyone hurt you ever again," he whispered into Per's 


ear, “especially not that horrid teacher." 


Pelle smiled slightly, fighting back tears. He sure hoped that Jarn would keep his promise the next day at 


school. 


Author's Notes: 
The slash part comes much, MUCH later.. Just for your information, you'll have to wait. But anyway, enjoy ** 


The little blonde boy sat in a dirty, dusty, cobweb-filled corner on the second floor of the home for orphaned 
children. His hair was disheveled, his clothes were torn, his face was dirty. There were no more available beds 
in the underfunded orphanage, so he slept on the floor of that same corner where he sat all day. His only 


identification was a small wristband with "Per" scrawled on it. 


He never spoke; he just stared off into the distance with his big blue eyes. He held a small, fraying scrap of 
cloth and a tiny pebble in his right hand; the two objects were his toys. He was gnawing on his left thumb and 


making quiet, whimpering noises while rocking back and forth. 


Every day, he would wake up and play with his rock and cloth scrap quietly. No one paid any attention to him 
until the evening, when a caretaker would give him a bowl of porridge and a glass of milk before tying him up 
in a tattered sheet so he would fall asleep. Of course, she would never talk to him, or even make eye contact. 


That was how every single day went for him. 


The boy had seen other children leave the orphanage, usually with a couple of kind-looking adults, however, as 
the months and years went by, he started to realize that no one wanted to take him away. Everyone seemed 
to want a prettier, kinder, friendlier, more outgoing child; either that, or they didn't notice him at all. He had 


almost given up any and all hope of leaving. 


2 


Per was playing quietly with his scrap of cloth when he heard a caretaker walking up the stairs, talking to a 
couple. When they came within his vision, he let out a little whine, hoping to get their attention 


The woman heard the little blond's whine and turned around. "We really should adopt him," she whispered to 
her husband. "He really looks like he could use a good, loving family." The man then turned to look at the young 
boy. 


"Wait, wait!" the caretaker interrupted. "It could be very hard for a couple like yourselves to take care of him.. 


He's very slow in the head, and he's also quite hard to manage. We have many other children here, you know." 
‘I'm sure we'll be able to handle him," the woman replied. 

"What's his name? How old is he?" the man inquired. 

"His name is Per.. No one knows exactly how old he is, but we think he's about six." 


The woman got down on her knees and looked Per in the eye. "Hello there, Per," she said, a huge, friendly smile 


on her face. 


Per simply stared back, smiling a slight smile. "Say hello, Per.. Be polite!" the caretaker snapped. In response, Per 
simply curled himself up into a ball and started gnawing on his hand. 


"I think | know what's wrong with the poor boy," the woman whispered to her husband. She then turned back 
to the caretaker. "We're adopting him, and that decision is final." 


"Okay then.. You just need to sign these papers," she muttered, handing the woman a stack of papers. 
Meanwhile, the man got down on his knees and looked Per in the eyes. "Per, we're going to be your new 
parents!" he exclaimed, a smile on his face. 


"Does.. Mean I'm leaving?" Per whispered, his voice hoarse. 


"Yes, Per, you're going to be leaving this place. You're going to come live with us, and you're going to have a 


big brother, too!" 


A smile crept across Per's face; he got up and tried to walk over to his new parents. However, he had never 


been allowed to walk, and he stumbled and fell over. 


Pers new father reached over and picked him up. "As soon as your mom's done signing these last papers, 


we're going to leave." 


Per buried his face in his father's shoulder, letting out a small noise. He was going to leave, at last! 


3 


After the final papers had been signed, Per's new father carried him outside to an old, greenish car. Per 
stared around, eyes wide. He had never even realized that the world was this big and beautiful and interesting. 


He had never been outside the orphanage; he wasn't even sure that there was an outside world 


Per's father gently placed him in the backseat of the car, petting his head gently before shutting the door. Per 


let out little whimpers until his new parents got in the car. 


The whole ride home, Per stared out the window, taking in everything. He had never seen anything outside of 


the orphanage, and his eyes were filled with fascination 


When they finally reached the house, Per nearly gasped with shock. The house was bright, welcoming, and 
clean He had never known anything like this before, and he thought it was beautiful. 


Per's mother opened the car door, gently picked him up, and carried him into their home. He clung onto her as 


he heard a loud pattering of running feet on the floor, coming to greet them. 


They were greeted by a brown-haired boy who appeared to be around eight followed by a brunette teenager 
who was babysitting him. "Is he my new brother?" the boy asked. 


"Yes, Jørn, this is your new brother.. His name is Per," their mother replied. Per turned his head around 


enough to see Jørn and smiled slightly. Jørn smiled back, grasping onto Per's hand. 


"Come on, you should come with mel I'll show you where you'll be staying.. We get to share a room" Jørn 


shouted excitedly, bouncing up and down. 
Per squeezed Jarn’s hand, then looked up at his mother and whispered, "Down?" 


"Yes, you can get down," she said, lowering him until his feet touched the floor. "And Jarn, be careful and 


gentle.. Per wasn't allowed to walk or move around much at all at the orphanage, and he could fall over." 


"Yes, Mom," Jørn replied, holding onto Per's hand. "Let's go!" 
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Jørn guided Per all the way to their room, letting the little blond lean up against the wall. After a right turn 
down a hallway, they soon came to their room. Inside were two twin beds with soft blue blankets and beige 
sheets. 

"This one is yours," Jarn said, pointing to the bed closest to the door. Per stumbled over to the bed, crawled 
on top of it, and buried his face in the blankets. He rolled around on top of the bed, making small, whimpering 
noises. Jørn simply looked on with confusion. 

"What are you doing?" he asked calmly, staring at Per. 

Per squeaked, still rolling around. "Soft," he murmured. "Comfy." 

"Hey," Jørn started, "wanna know something really fun you can do?" 

Per glanced at Jørn, an inquisitive look on his face. 

"You can stand up and jump on the bed, like this!" Jørn spoke loudly, climbing up onto his bed and jumping on it. 
Per stood up shakily on his own bed, jumping up in the air and landing on his rear. He let out a small, squeaky 


noise before trying again and again to jump on the bed like Jørn could. 


A few minutes later, their mom knocked on the doorframe. "Dinner's ready! And Jørn, you know better than to 


teach Pelle to jump on the bed." 


Jørn and Per got off their beds, and Jørn guided his brother down the hall to the kitchen table, where pasta 


and bread were being served. 


Per was seated next to his mother and across from Jørn. He was given a bowl of pasta and a chunk of bread, 


which he devoured in less than two minutes. 
"More?" Per whispered, tapping his mother's shoulder. 
‘Of course," she replied, astonished by his appetite. 


Per quickly wolfed down another two bowls of pasta and three more chunks of bread before he was finally full. 
He sat quietly and gnawed on his thumb until his mother picked him up and led him off to take a bath. 


Per soon emerged from the bathroom wearing red footie pajamas and yawning loudly. "Are you sleepy, Pelle?" 


his mother whispered. Per just nodded his head, yawning again. 


She took Per to his new room and gently tucked him in; he fell asleep before the lights were off. 
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The next couple months of Per's life were filled with playing, exploring, and learning. He had a great deal to 
learn; he needed to learn to speak better and to walk, among countless other things. Pelle's mother hoped that 
within a year or two, she could get him close enough to where his peers were in regards to academic ability 


and social skills to enroll him in the local public school. 


Per was enjoying life with his new family; he loved that they loved him and cared about him. No one had ever 
paid attention to him, nonetheless loved him. He had learned how to jump on the bed, how to walk leaning 


against a wall, how to play catch, and he had even memorized the alphabet. 


However, one thing was still wrong for little Per: he had very frequent nightmares about his time in the 
orphanage. He hated the nightmares so much; he often stumbled across his room to Jarn and crawled into his 


bed. 


Per's nightmares were just replaying the same event. In the dream, he was hungry, so he cried out for 
someone to feed him. However, no one fed him, and instead he was shoved into a cage in a dark room and left 


there for days; the pain just grew worse. Then, out of the blue, a lady with a stick appeared.. 


At that point, Pelle normally woke up, whimpering and crying. He hated the horrid dreams so much.. They were 
the only thing that truly hurt him, and they hurt so deeply. 
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/Two Years Later/ 
Per's mom shook him to wake him up. "Pelle, honey, wake up! It's your first day of school!" 


Per opened his eyes and let out a huge yawn. He looked over and saw his mother waking Jørn up, and then 


reality dawned on him. He had to go to school today, and he was dreading it. 


Per had seen his brother come home from school tired, bored and occasionally upset. He had heard the tales 


of bullies and difficult homework from Jarn. 


Pelle whined before bursting into tears. "I don't wanna go to school!" he sobbed, burying himself under the 


covers. 
Per's mother walked over to him. "Pelle, it'll be okay. Your brother will just be a couple classrooms away, and 
you have to go to school. You don't want to miss your first day of school!" Pelle, however, kept on crying. He 


was rocking back and forth, terrified of what could happen at school. 


Jørn walked over to Pelle and wrapped his arm around him. "I won't let anything bad happen to you, | promise," 


he whispered. 
Pelle sniffled, turning to face Jørn. "Really?" he asked. 
"Of course. That's what big brothers do," he replied. 


"l'Il leave you two to get dressed and come down for breakfast," their mother stated before walking out of the 


room. 


They soon got dressed, ate breakfast, and left for school. Pelle, shaking with fear, clung tightly onto Jørn's 
hand. Jarn gently guided Pelle all the way to school and led him to his new classroom. 


I'll see you at recess in a couple hours, okay?" Jørn said. 
"Okay," Pelle whispered. "I'll see you then" He turned and walked into his classroom. 


Per looked around, trying to figure out where he was supposed to sit. There were so many desks.. He didn't 
know which one was his. He saw all of the other students and started to panic. He didn't know what to expect.. 
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When school got out, Pelle dashed out of the classroom to find Jørn. Based on what had happened to him 
earlier that day, he already hated school, and he was still trying not to cry. 


"Jørn!" Pelle shrieked, running over to his brother upon seeing him. Jørn wasn't paying attention to him, though, 


as he was talking to another boy. 


Pelle soon reached Jørn and started whimpering and tugging on his shirt to get his attention. However, Jørn 


ignored him and kept talking to his friend. 

"Who's she?" Jørr's friend asked a minute or so later, pointing to Pelle. 

Jørn sighed. "He's my little brother. His name's Per. | know that he needs a haircut." 
"Oh," Jørr's friend muttered. 


Jørn turned to Pelle and quickly whispered, "That's my friend, Øystein" He then turned back to look at Øystein. 


"I really have to get my brother home.. My mom's gonna be worried." 
"Okay.. Well, see you tomorrow!" Øystein said, waving his hand. 
"Not if | see you first," Jørn replied, grinning ear to ear. "Come on, Pelle." 


Pelle and Jørn left the school grounds; the little blonde ran away from school as quickly as he could, with Jørn 
chasing after him. 


"Pelle! Wait up!" Jørn shouted, but Pelle didn't stop. He just kept running until Jørn couldn't see him anymore. 


He had no idea where he was going, but he knew that he had to get away from the school and that horrid 


lady. He was going to go somewhere where he would never have to go to school again 


Pelle ran so far that he found himself in the middle of the woods. He breathed a sigh of relief, but then 


realized that he had ran away from Jørn.. Jørn would surely get in trouble. 


His thoughts then returned to the teacher.. The rude things she'd said, the way she slammed Cecilia's head on 
that desk.. 


Pelle wrapped his arms around himself and started sobbing. He hated school; he was afraid of it. He didn't ever 
want to go back. 


He remembered that Dystein had thought he was a girl.. That had really hurt. And then Jarn's remark of 


agreement.. 
His thoughts went back to his time at the orphanage.. He remembered the cage, the hunger, the loneliness.. 


He sat curled up in a ball, crying. He wanted his family, but at the same time, he wanted to be alone. 


The next morning, Pelle was woken up by Jørn. "Wake up, Pelle! It's time for school!" 

Pelle rolled over and yawned. "I don't wanna go," he murmured. 

'Itll be okay, Pelle. Dad's going to take care of it, and no one's going to hurt you," Jørn replied. 
"Are you sure?" Pelle asked, fear in his eyes. 

"Yep," Jørn said, a huge grin on his face. "Today's going to be better than yesterday!" 

| sure hope so," Pelle replied. "It really can't get much worse" 

"Come on, hurry up and get going!" 


Jørn, Pelle, and their father arrived at the school; their father had arranged a meeting with the principal. Jørn 
walked Pelle to his class and gently guided him to his desk. The teacher looked at Jarn, and Jarn just glared 
back at her. 


Jarn then left the room with a reassuring wave and smile to Pelle. He knew that his father would take care of 


the horrid teacher. 


During the middle of class, Pelle's teacher was pulled out of the room by the principal and the class was left 
alone. Cecilia then tapped Pelle's shoulder. 


"Hey.. Do you think she's going to be fired or something? That'd be awesome!" she exclaimed, grinning. 
"l. | hope so," Pelle stammered. "It'd serve her right." 

"| know.. She's so horrid," Cecilia practically spat. "Hey, Pelle?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Do you wanna come over to my house? We could have so much fun, and my parents said that it's totally 


fine!" 


"I'd like to, but.. | dont know if my parents would let.. Let me." 


"You should ask them and see," she replied "Anyhow.. Do you understand these fractions? Cause | don't," she 


asked with a chuckle. 


Pelle smiled in response. If this was what having a friend felt like, it felt so awesome.. He felt so happy. 
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The next day Pelle went to school, a substitute teacher taught the class. Rumors were circulating that their 
teacher was being investigated and would likely be fired. Pelle and Cecilia were incredibly relieved when they 


heard this. 


The days passed by quickly; Pelle's parents had said that he could spend the night at Cecilia's house on 


Saturday. He was so happy, as he had never been to a friend's house before. 


Finally, Saturday arrived. Pelle was so excited to go to Cecilia's house, even though he wasn't quite sure what 


to expect. He couldn't keep still; he was bouncing around the house all day with excitement. 


That evening, Per's mother drove him to Cecilia's house, where he would spend the night. When they arrived, 


Pelle ran over to the front door, unable to contain his excitement. 


Cecilia answered the door, a wide smile on her face. "Pelle!" she nearly shrieked, grabbing onto his hand. "Come 


on in! We're gonna have so much fun" 


Pelle followed her down to the basement. "This is my room," she said, opening the door to a windowless room 


with light green walls and turning on the lights. 

Pelle just looked around, "Is this where lim sleeping?" he asked 

"Yep!" Cecilia replied "You get the bed and | get the floor! 

"Are you sure?" Pelle asked, climbing up and jumping on the bed. 

"Yep," she said "Hey, | can jump higher than you!" Cecilia jumped on the bed 
"Nuh-uh!" Pelle exclaimed, jumping even higher. 

"Bet | can touch the ceiling! she shouted 

"Bet you can't! Pelle yelped, falling backwards onto the bed. 


Cecilia laughed. "C'mon! I've got all sorts of stuff prepared! We're going to do makeovers and then go looking for 
ghosts out in the woods!" 


Pelle chuckled. "Wait.. What's a makeover?" he asked, confused. 


"Is when you do your hair and nails and stuff. Itll be really fun!" she explained, grabbing Pelle's arm and 
dragging him to the bathroom. "I'll teach you how to do your hair!" 


"Okay," Pelle replied. "Just don't pull really hard." 


"| won't," Cecilia assured him. Just a few minutes later, Pelle's hair was filled with barrettes. "See, you look 


gorgeous now!" 

Pelle looked over at Cecilia, grinning. "Now can | do your hair?" 

"Surel" she responded, handing Per the hairbrush and a couple hair ties. 
"Does this look good?" he asked when he was done. 


"It looks awesome!" Cecilia said, smiling. "We should do our nails now!" Cecilia pulled out a bottle of pink, glittery 


nail polish. 

Cecilia first painted her nails, demonstrating to Pelle what to do before handing him the bottle. In the end, 
despite Pelle's efforts, his nails wound up looking like a massive mess. The polish had even gotten all over his 
hands. 


"What are we going to do next?" Pelle asked, showing Cecilia his sloppily painted nails. 


"Let's go looking for ghosts in the woods.. Or are you too chicken?" 
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"Cecilia! Open the door, please!" 

"How do you know my name?" Cecilia nearly shrieked, panicked. 

"Cecilia, l'm your mother. | just want to make sure that you and your friend are alright” 

"Oh," Cecilia murmured, walking over to the door and opening it. "Sorry, Mom." 

"Were you looking for ghosts again?" 

"Yeah.. But Pelle wanted to! Right?" Cecilia argued, glancing at Pelle, who was hiding under the bed. 


"Listen, Cecilia, how many times are we going to have this conversation? Ghosts aren't real, and this house 


isn't haunted. Anyway, you two need to get some sleep." 

"But." Cecilia sputtered. 

"No buts," her mother replied. "Goodnight, honey." 

"Goodnight, Mom.. We'll go get ready." 

"Sleep well," she said, shutting the door gently behind her. 

"We have to put our pajamas.. Pelle, where are you?" Cecilia asked, abruptly cutting herself off. "Pelle?" 
"B00!" Pelle howled, jumping out from under the bed. 

Cecilia jumped back, startled. "Oh my god, Pelle, you scared me!" 

He chuckled. "I got you!" he shouted, tapping her shoulder. 

"Nuh uh!" Cecilia replied, jumping over and tackling Pelle. "Now go get your jammies on!" 
"Make mel" Pelle retorted, wriggling around. 

“Alright then!" she said, yanking on Pelle's arm. "Get your jammies on! Now!" 

"No way!" he said, sticking his tongue out. 


"Okay, | guess the ghosts are going to eat you," Cecilia murmured, letting go of his arm. 


"Wait, what?" 
If you don't wear pajamas at night, ghosts are going to eat you." 


Pelle, terrified, quickly ran to find his pajamas and put them on. Cecilia followed after him in a much more calm 


manner. 


After they put their pajamas and turned out the lights, Cecilia tapped Pelle gently. "Pelle?" she asked. 


"Yeah?" 


"Let's go back out and try to get a picture of whatever demon is outside.” 
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"Are you sure?" Pelle asked, a hint of nervousness in his voice. 
"Yeah.. Unless you're scared!" 
"l'm not scared at all," he nearly snapped, trying and failing to put on a brave face. 


"Okay then, let's go," Cecilia replied, dragging Pelle over to the bathroom window again. The two crawled out 
through the window. 


"How are we supposed to get a picture?" Pelle asked, poking Cecilia, who was holding a disposable camera. 
"Shh," Cecilia whispered. "Be quiet.” 

"Okay," he whispered. "Is that it over there?" 

"No... | don't think." she was cut off by a crackling noise. "Well, | guess you're probably right." 


The two walked quietly; Cecilia kept taking quick pictures. Eventually, as they neared the area where the noise 


came from, Pelle caught the outline of a bobcat. 

"Cecilia... | think we're screwed," he whispered. 

Cecilia stared into the dark. "What is it? Are you just scared, or what?" 

"Cecilia, it's a bobcat." 

With a rustle of the bushes, the cat pounced at them. "RUN!" they howled in unison 


They dashed off to the bathroom window as fast as their little legs could carry them and quickly scrambled 


inside to Cecilia's room. 


The two lay on Cecilia's bed, panting and shaking with fear. "l.. | knew monsters lived in the dark," she panted, 
staring at Pelle. 


‘Ive never really liked cats.. | think | hate bobcats even more, though," he replied. 


The two lay there next to each other until they fell fast asleep. 
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~two years later~ 
Pelle and Cecilia's friendship had continued to grow, and the two were the best of friends. They were pretty 
much incomplete without one another nearby. Even though no one else at school really liked them, they stuck 


close together and protected each other. 

That was, until one fateful Monday, when Cecilia was out of school with a bad case of the flu, and little Pelle 
was left alone to fend for himself at recess. He was the shortest boy in his class by several inches, and he 
hung around Cecilia, who everyone else believed was a witch. This was enough of a reason for his classmates 
to pick on him. 

"Hey, Per!" some kid called out. 

Pelle turned around. "What do you want?" he murmured. 

"Come play dodgeball with us! We're so sorry for all the names we've called you, and we wanna be friends!” 
"Yeah! We see how.. Um.. Cool you are now!" 


"Okay," Pelle replied, grinning. No one other than Cecilia had ever asked him to play a game at recess before. 


"We're gonna go play dodgeball behind the school.. Ill be cool, and since dodgeball's been banned, we won't get in 
trouble!" 


"Alright!" Pelle cheered, grinning from ear to ear as the other boys led him back behind the school. Once they 
got there, the largest slammed Pelle into the wall. 


"You actually thought we wanted to play with you?" he sneered. "You're even dumber than | thought you 


were!" 


The others laughed cruelly at his remark, and within an instant, fists were flying at Pelle. He tried to dodge, 
but despite his efforts, punch after punch hit his body. 


Affer a solid five minutes, the boys ran off, leaving a bruised and bleeding Pelle on the ground behind the 
school. He tried to pull himself up, but couldn't. His stomach hurt so badly, especially the left side. His eyes 
were blackened and were rapidly swelling, and he felt a pool of blood forming behind his head. He felt his 


consciousness dripping away.. 


"Help!" Pelle called out as loudly as he could, hoping that someone would hear him. 


Jørn heard a pained shriek outside his classroom, right as his teacher was giving a math lesson. He loved math, 


but he had to know who had shrieked. 

He raised his hand. "Sir, | think | heard someone scream outside." 

Several other students then began to state that they had heard it, too. 

"Well, | guess you can go look out the window and see what's going on," the teacher replied. 


Jørn dashed over to the window, and his eyes were met with the grisly sight of his brother, beaten up, 
bruised, and bloody. “Jarn.. Isn't that your brother?" Øystein asked, peering out the window. 


"Yes.. That's him, alright," Jørn replied. "Sir, may | please have a pass? | need to help my brother!" 


The teacher quickly wrote one, and Jarn darted out of the classroom, down the halls, outside to the 


playground, and around the school. He had to find his little brother.. He had to help Pelle. 


L 


"Pelle! My dear.. We were so worried!" 
Pelle looked up sleepily from his bed in the hospital. "Mommy.. Why are you here too?" he murmured. 


"Honey, you're in the hospital, safe and sound with your mommy," his mother murmured, gently petting his 


head 

"No, lm not. lm not. L. The lights." 

"Shh, little Pelle, you need to rest," his mother whispered. "Do you want me to sing to you?" 

"But Mommy.. | died. Why am | here?" 

"You're still alive, my little one. You still have a lot of healing to do” 

'No.. | died Everything was blue, and then | saw a glimpse of white.” 

"Shh, you need to sleep. You can tell me more when you wake up" She knew that Pelle was now on heavy pain 
medication, which could account for his rambling. But then again, Pelle could have truly experienced something, 
as he was clinically dead for a few minutes. 

"But. Mommy, Im dead," Pelle whined before yawning and quickly falling back asleep. 

The next day, Pelle woke up in the hospital. His mother was there, along with his father, Jarn and Cecilia 


"Where am |? Why am | here? Is this the afterlife? If it is, its kinda boring.” 


"You're here at the hospital, Pelle, alive and well. | was so scared when | saw you behind the school," Jarn 


answered, walking over to Pelle. 

| brought you a gift," Cecilia said, smiling, walking over to Pelle and setting a small bag down on his bed 
"Oh," Pelle murmured, picking up the bag with a shaky hand. "And thank you, Cecilia” 

"We're all just relieved that you're alive," his mother said, gently kissing his forehead. 


Pelle lay there in the bed, quite disappointed. He had died, he was dead, yet he was still on the earth with living 


humans. 


He simply wished to die again 


